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of the tribe.   Their dwellings are crude structures made of
bamboo and wattle snuggling into the hills.   Without his
hills, indeed, the aborigine is a poor, lost creature.   He hunts
and fishes for his food, and cannot understand the degeneracy
of those who cultivate fat lands or live in great cities.   He lives
so close to nature that nature is his god.   For him Hinduism
is a wearying maze of ununderstandabihty.   He reveres the
simple forces of nature and believes that a waterfall that can
eat away a limestone rock or displace a chunk of ancient
sandstone is more immediately worshipful than the abstract
creative force of Brahma.   If he can grow a basketful or so
of nee on his ledging hills that is all he asks of his god.   Of
wild beasts he is not afraid; he can spear them with a gladiator's
skill; the wiles of mountains-stream fish cannot deceive him;
he knows the ways of storms and the sad, pensive soul of the
upland jungle.   When rain falls and the roaring thunder
chariots across the sky, he digs channels so that his rice may
be watered and his vegetables nourished.   But the weakness
of men for abstracting nature and etherealismg God has his
completest contempt.   He runs from it as he would from a
falling mountain or a smiting meteorite.   He loves the forest
and the moor and the lonely hills.   For them he would brave
the wildest horde that ever carried spear.   But worldly ambition
and all the filth and grubbery of material success are to him
the deepest and most incomprehensible savagery.
Government officials visit him. That is the curse of a world
that maintains a barbaric love of civilisation. And so he has
to pay taxes. They are light it is true, but to him they are
problems as red as the eyes of malaria. They even force him
to work. Thus does he take a ritualistic farewell of his tribal
chief and descends to the pestiferous plains where he sells his
services as a tea/garden worker. The ships of the Barbarian
cairy him t^the far land of Assam and there he lives with his
kin like an Israelite in Babylon under the firm justice of a
European planter until such time as he has enough to keep
tax/gatherers sweet until the end of his days.